Parnassus
Volume 1980 Parnassus

Article 1

1980

Parnassus 1980

Follow this and additional works at: https://pillars.taylor.edu/parnassus
Part of the Art and Design Commons, Creative Writing Commons, English Language and Literature
Commons, and the Photography Commons

Recommended Citation
(1980) "Parnassus 1980," Parnassus: Vol. 1980, Article 1.
Available at: https://pillars.taylor.edu/parnassus/vol1980/iss1/1

This Full Issue is brought to you for free and open access by the English Department at Pillars at Taylor University.
It has been accepted for inclusion in Parnassus by an authorized editor of Pillars at Taylor University. For more
information, please contact pillars@taylor.edu.

PARNASSUS
1980

taylor university
upland, indiana

PARNASSUS

EDITORIAL STAFF:

David Reiman
Susan Shank
Martha Palmer

ADVISOR:

Dr. Ken Swan

SPONSORED BY:

The Department of
English
Taylor University

TABLE OF CONTENTS

DEFINITION OF PARNASSUS
FORWARD
HIGH FLIGHT

Susan Shank
Dr. Ken Swan
John Gillespie Magee, Jr.

DIVISION I: "...slipping the surly bonds of earth..."
PILGRIMAGE
K. William Rhodchamel
T R A V E L I N G T H R O U G H T I M AI.I'S
Edwin Abbey
FATHER'S TIME
Abbie Ansburg
LYNN
Terry Haines
IT'S STILL FOREVER
Wendy Boalt
MINUTE GRAINS
Martha Helen Gurd
I WALK
Martha Helen Gurd
I GIVE TO YOU
Bill Wallace 111
THE ANGEL'S MISTAKE
David Imrie
FROM THE SOUTH HALL SUNDECK
Mike McGinn is
RIVERS MUST FLOW
K. William Rhodchamel
NIGHT SNOW
Mindy Date
SNOW
Mindy Date
THE TRENCHES
Terry Haines
ACCEPT ME FOR WHAT I AM
Dale Dobias
A YOUNG CATERPILLAR
Martha Helen Gurd
AS THE WAVERING CANDLELIGHT FLICKERS
Wendy Boalt
JOANNE
Mike McGinnis
SECOND WIND
Mike McGinnis
FIFTEENTH OF NOVEMBER
Ted Guevara
FACES SWIRL AND SLIP PAST
Dale Dobias
AT THE TABLE WHERE WE SPOKE
K. William Rhodehamel
SUMMER CHANGES
Karen Nelson
DIVISION II: "...joining the tumbling
PENCIL
PENNIES
SADEN'S REASON
NARCISSUS
IF I WERE PRESIDENT
THE OWL, THE SQUIRREL AND THE ANT
LIFE IS LIKE A MOUNTAIN
CEDAR CHOPPER
MUSHROOMS
MOWING
TO DUTY
WHAT GOOD ARE MEN?
PARTICLES IN THE SUN

8
9
10
II
12
IS
IS
14
15
In
17
18
18
19
21
22
23
24
24
25
2<>
27
28

mirth of sun-split clouds..."
Mindy Date
32
David Imrie
33
Ted Guevara
34
K. William Rhodehamel
35
David Imrie
30
Dale Dobias
37
Larry D. Marshall
38
Mike McGinnis
39
Ted Guevara
4D
Ted Guevara
40
David Reiman
41
David Imrie
42
Barbara Stcdman
43

DIVISION III: "...touching the Face of God..."
MARANATHA
Mike McGinnis
NOT A COMPUTER
Bill Wallace III
THE PASSING OF A FRIEND
Dale Dobias

3

4
5
6

50
51
52

Table

of Contents/continued

THE DOOR
SO SMALL AM I
ANSWER TO LIFE'S QUEST
TRIBUTE TO JAMES WHEELER
GOD'S GIFT OF LOVE
THE THIEF IN THE NIGHT
THIEF IN THE NIGHT
IT WON'T TAKE LONG
LORD, I HOLD IN MY HAND
SEED OR TREE
LOOK
JUST AS WATER ON A POND
ALONE
TO BE TOUCHED BY LOVE
A CASE FOR CHRISTIAN HUMANISM
CONTEST WINNERS

Layne Schmidt
David Imrie
Scott M. Preissler
Terry Haines
Larry D. Marshall
Roger Lowell Winder
K. William Rhodehamel
Scott M. Preissler
Mike McGinnis
Mindy Date
Martha Helen Gurd
Martha Helen Gurd
Martha Helen Gurd
Wendy Boalt
K. William Rhodehamel

54
55
56
57
58
59
60
64
65
66
68
68
68
69
70
72

PARNASSUS

The icy peaks of Mount Parnassus stand high above the gulf of
Itea in Phocis, Greece.
Overlooking Delphi and a sea of silverygreen olive trees, Mount Parnassus i ~ famed as the haunt of Apollo
and the Muses of Greek mythology.
The ancient Greeks regarded the
mountain as sacred. Two spots were especially important to their
worship--the oracle of Delphi and the fountain of Castalia.
The
fountain was thought to be a source of divine inspiration in
which various nymphs dwelt.
These nymphs, or Muses, were the nine
mythological goddesses of poetry, music, and the other liberal arts.
Just as the Muses of Mount Parnassus served as a source of inspiration
to the ancient Greeks, we hope that this Parnassus, with the products
of artistic endeavor which it contains, will inspire other student
writers in the years to come.

Susan Shank
for the editors
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FORWARD
The theme poem for the 1980 Parnassus, the first
since 1973, is John Gillespie Magee's "High Flight."
This poem for this literary magazine symbolizes the
attempt of the poet, writer, and artist to transcend
time and place--"to slip the surly bonds of earth"-and to perceive the world from the perspective of sun
and clouds.
This perception goes past appearances to
reality and past the particular to the universal.
How
ever, art involves not only perception but also perspec
tive or point of view. The poet responds emotionally
and subjectively to what he experiences: he climbs and
joins "the tumbling mirth of sun-split clouds."
Wordsworth characterized this dimension of poetry as
the "spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings." The
truth of poetry, unlike that of science, comes from
subjectivity not objectivity.
It is, in fact, this sub
jective involvement of the poet that helps achieve the
objective of all art--an aesthetic experience of truth-"touching the face of God."
The bulk of the creative material for the 1980
Parnassus is the result of student response to the
Parnassus Literary Contest. The success of this original
endeavor can be measured not only by the excellent re
sponse of the student body but also by the enthusiasm
Students
and excitement which the contest generated.
competed in three categories--poetry, short story, and
essay.
The winners of this contest are acknowledged at
the end of the publication.
Also, to be acknowledged for their contribution to
Parnassus are the members of the editorial staff.
David
Reiman and Susan Shank served as co-editors. Martha Palmer
served as design editor, and both she and Richard Richmond
as contributing artists.
Kent Rhodehamel assumed the
major responsibility for lay-out, and the indefatigable
Rhonda Gretillat, despite all her responsibilities in the
English office, typed the script.
Merci.

Dr. Ken Swan
Sponsor

HIGH FLIGHT

Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth,
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed and joined the tumbling mirth
Of sun-split clouds--and done a hundred things
You have not dreamed of--wheeled and soared and swung
High in the sunlit silence.
Hov'ring there
I've chased the shouting wind along and flung
My eager craft through footless halls of air.
Up, up the long delirious burning blue
I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace,
Where never lark, or even eagle, flew;
And, while with silent, lifting mind I've trod
The high untrespassed sanctity of space,
Put out my hand, and touched the face of God.
John Gillespie Magee
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...slipping the surlv bonds

PILGRIMAGE
I have walked through familiar paths,
Worn by the passage of pilgrims
Of a high holy cause; paths that
Turn and turn again without hope
Of finding a destination;
I have sailed the vast wine-dark sea;
Strolled the streets of Thebes late at night,
With the wails of sorrow roaring.
Lone and level the wild wastelands stretch
About the temple of delight;
Where those who are weary attempt
To find resolve for the questions
Overwhelming the heart of man:
In the wondrous realms of Faeire,
And ways of life as it really is,
There I have sought Truth and Beauty:
Beyond the grasp of my reach, yet
Within my sight.
by K. William Rhodehamel
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Traveling through the Alps on an Early Sunday Morning
by Edwin Abbey
My face was fixed at the window.
My breath was melting the
frosted glass and my ice-cold spirit was transfixed on the cold
ness of the morning. A scattered sun was trying to break
through a stubborn fog which encompassed the whole Alpine village
before me like a suffocating blanket.
The ticket in my pocket indicated that I was a traveler. To
the people of the village, I was just another passer-by.
And
yet--I am me and I was me.
And yet the shape in my pocket was
the same shape a thousand other pilgrims had once carried in
their pockets.
A pilgrim--me?
Well, I guess I am a sort of
pilgrim--a pilgrim in search of new faces, new experiences, new
life.
And yet, the sound that was coming through the window
pane at my nose's end reminded me that I was a sinful pilgrim
for that sound was the tolling of a church bell.
I strained
my eyes as they waded through the wet mist, finally sifting
out a gray, box-like structure with a steeple whose epi was
vainly attempting to pierce the thick and weighty shroud-like
clouds. The steeple's bell, resounding mournfully, rang out
believers from the misty shadows of the invisible village before
me.
Out of the fog they grayly came, some by themselves, others
in groups.
I don't think they even noticed me or my fellow
travelers, for they all appeared to be in a hurry to enter the
building in which their god resided.
But then why would they
take notice of us? To them we were probably just another load
of strangers passing through their small world.
Just as the last worshipers disappeared from sight, patches
of the scattered sunlight spotted the ground, the train began
to
hum and quake, and the village disappeared from sight. My jour
ney continued, upward into the unknown.
With a change in elevation came a change in the images
spattering through my window.
The unidentifiable shapes and
hues were dissolved by the persistent penetration of sunshine and
the pervasive clouds became the floor of the sky.
Through this
cloudy floor came mountains, here and there reaching ruggedly
upward into the heavens.
Here before me was nature in its most
natural form--wild and savage, neither moral nor immoral, noble
and naked--devoid of man's hands.
The train and I seemed suspended above the cruel but awe
some, beautiful world.
Suddenly the vast valley below me was transformed into a
grassy covered knoll.
And there before me in the sun's brill-
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iant radiance on that virescent . sward stood hand-in-hand
three figures--two young golden-haired girls standing proudly
at either side of an older silvery-haired man wearing a brown
They were simple folk, trackside merely to greet the
beret.
passing train; and although I was a stranger to them, they
stood waving.
Their faces only twenty yards from mine shined
sun-spangled smiles.
They intimated feelings which evoked
from my soul amazement and wonder.
And uncontrollably I
smiled a smile 1 hadn't known since my days as a child, for
I was imploded with joy and filled with ineffable peace. It
is here I discovered life.
I had found my grail sinful
though I was.
My pilgrimage had ended.
And it wasn't long
before the train was out of sight for my heart stayed transfixed
with the three other hearts warmed by the shining sun.

FATHER'S TIME
There was a time
when you wouldn't do what I asked,
no matter what I said,
and I thought I hated you.
Remember a time
when you realized
what I was so desperately trying to tell you,
and you thanked me.
And there was a time
when I embarassed you
by letting you make a fool of yourself,
and you thought you hated me.
And a time
when you remembered being the food,
you laughed
at yourself,
and I thanked you.
by Abbie Ansburg
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LYNN
to cry is more than tears,
letting go a passing of fears,
I shall not cry,
for I have no fear,
you and love,
as no tears shall be,
beyond the dream,
and into the dawn of,
hope and we,
though not together,
as once were one,
but more in each other,
and through eternity.
by Terry Haines
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IT'S STILL FOREVER
It was a good thing you and I had so way back when. The
thousand things we had to talk about, the little looks that meant
so much. There was never a moment we weren't sharing or caring:
Just being ourselves.
All I had, I gave to you; All you had you gave to me. Not
for selfishness' sake, but for the sake of the tender love we
shared.
Often now I think of you. Those sweet memories still linger.
I was blessed with your love for a time; To feel it once again,
Oh, how I yearn for it.
Remembering the times of your warm embrace, your tender touch,
your loving eyes, your smile, that could turn my head around; Change
that tear of pain to a tear of joy; Brighten up any dull moment.
Yes, often you did brighten a dreary day, oh the joy you so often
brought my way. All this you did by just being you.
Looking in your eyes, I saw myself; Resting in your arms, I
felt at home; Loving you, I felt complete. . .
And as I walk away from this lingering memory, I'm still
loving you as much or more than I always have. It's still foreverI love you.
by Wendy BoaIt
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*MINUTE

GRAINS

Minute grains
rest untarnished
upon a darkened soil
while unleashed
forces beat against
their sides.
Justly, unattended to,
they sprout in a garden
of roses where haphazard
winds saw fit for
them to land.
As cold as the wind
seems to rear a mysterious
flower appears; perhaps
alone but unfailing
until the-end
must- come.

I WALK

Through a world
cluttered with
noise and trash.
Buildings stacked
one upon another seem
to grow in size
I wa 1 k
understanding not my
world.
I feel confused;
my world confuses me.
I long to be away,
alone where I am
understood.
by Martha Helen Gurd
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I GIVE TO YOU
I gave you a leaf.
A single, simple
Leaf. Unique.
It was my leaf.
I gave it to you.
And with it came
All of its intricacies:
Thin, fragile veins
Seemingly unimportant
By themselves, yet
Interwoven to create
The tapestry that is
The leaf I gave
You.
Delicate Beautiful colors
Enhancing one another by their
Intermingling;
Together creating even more
Variance of intensity and hue,
Changing from one perspective
To another; but together,
A Whole.
There are holes
In the leaf, but
Nothing's perfect.
There's certainly
More leaf than hole.
The leaf,
Certainly more than
The sum of its
Intricate, diverse
Qualities, I gave
To you.
Mine to give
Now becomes
Yours.
Rather,
Mine to give
Received by you.
Ours to share
Until,
You close it in a book;
And it becomes
Just a memory.
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by Bill

Wallace III

THE ANGEL'S MISTAKE

God has a casting shop
with many, many a mold
to shape each new-born babe
and make them good as gold.
For
one
and
old

ycu are born uniqueof a kind, I'm toldafter you are born
God will break your mold.

But I was born less fortunateI was not good as goldfor at my birth an
angel
did drop my precious mold.
The angel grabbed my mold
and saw it was a fact :
my mold was not quite broken
but was severely cracked.
He wondered what to do;
God's anger he
did dread,
so he went up to God
and this the angel said:
"Dear God, I'm very sorry;
it will not happen again.
I'll try to patch this mold
the very best I can."

I had great plans for him
but now they are all wrecked.
He won't have too much skillhe'll be a mere reject."

God pondered what to do,
his hand upon his head,
he sadly looked around
and this is what he said:

Into this world I came,
my mold was not refined,
the nurse could tell right off
I wasn't the normal kind.

"We do not have much time;
the mold supply is slim,
we'll make him anyhow;
I'll just put up with him.

So I have gone through life;
I've tried to do my best,
but I do anger Godhis patience I do test.
When God is grieved with me
and is about to scold:
I just recall that angel
who cracked my precious mold.

by David Imrie
|
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FROM THE SOUTH HALL SUNDECK
I John 2:13
Faced pressed to the window,
Stretching it until it threatens to yield;
The same is that hand on your back
Between your shoulder blades, under your blouse.
A voice told me to cry,
And I did not ask, "why shall I cry?"
For all flesh is like grass
And I live under a blue slab.
The mouths I have seen in a thousand faces,
Half a thousand in stained glass,
Pout persistently in leaden lines.
I see eyes that have forsworn blinking.
And I saw an angel in a sunset,
Gazing down at it, not far away.
Not pulling the overgrown orange into the lake,
It cradled the sun in its wings, blinked--but did not cry.
Interlocking pendulums, the sun swings the earth
Like a compass arc on a blue slate.
And the earth plays a game of ball of its own,
Never having missed a catch.
A_gain the angel took its flight
Tethered by a non-existent string
Clutching firmly the sky, calling
The things that are not yet seen.
All around me, my face could feel the pressure of the sky,
The wind pounding blue waves through the air,
Squeezing at my heart, yet I felt no fear.
As the moon rose in the lake, I cried an angel tear.
And suddenly there was with the angel
A multitude of the angels, praising God,
Pointing to the sun already bouncing from the lake,
Crying that your warfare is ended.
My hand to my eyes, now I can see
A great flock of people, with no rod behind them,
Walking peacefully into an arching fold.
Their surrendered hands are open, they no longer need to speak.
Above my head, around the moon,
The same constant blue abides as before.
But the angels continue their wandering flight.
On the other side of that chalkboard, is their home.
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by Mike McGinnis

RIVERS MUST FLOW

Rivers must flow out or on,
Like broken clocks of Nothingness
Driven relentlessly to their ends;
There is not depth of being
Less than oceans nor high as sky,
Wider only than lands are divided
By people lifing and deathing.
Trees grow up and in
Further and slower than men
Dying many births of glory.
We who rain smile at you who shine;
Having no clouds but gold,
No songs but birds of your making
T o e l e v a t e h e a r t s b y n o n e1 e s s n e s s 1 e s s
Open by every light and eternal blind.
Thinly metallic souls of tomorrow
Forget yesterday, ignore today
As acceptable states of ufidreaming.
Poets and fools only unsay or nonlove
Rivers and trees by sun or songs.

by K. William Rhodehamel
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*NIGHT SNOW

I looked through the windows in my door-Starflakes floating down,
Making my world pure again,
Sparkling and new.
I opened my door-A new land outside,
hike nothing I'd seen:
It t r e m b l e d w i t h i oy .
I walked through my door-The falling stars kissed me,
Wrapped me in an icy hug,
Breathed new life.
I left my door behind me-Filled with crisp clean love,
Shining with joy.
Doors are made to be opened.

SNOW

Through the silent woods they wander,
Beautiful children of white
Who touch the cheeks, the lips, the hair
Of a girl coming home late at night.

by Mindy Date
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World War I - Verdun, France

April , 1916

"THE TRENCHES"
Terry Haines
Deep in the black, wet, cold night, I heard, through
the blasting, "Don't leave me to die alone".
The voice of
a young soldier whispered to me as I started to scrambled
away.
His whispers pierced my mind louder than the exploding
shells that surrounded us.
The words rocked my senses as
I scrambled on hands and knees through the passage way of
the endless trench in front of me. From dark to flashing
light, from mangled dead to living death, from hell to hell-in
groping blindness...I crawled, faster and faster, beyond my
own strength, still crawling with a hysterical frenzy that
caused my eyes to close, my head to jerk uncontrolably and
my arms to convulse in pain.
My stomach heaved, my shoulders
raised and tensed in constant repetition, but I did not stop.
I crawled with blind speed, running into the sides of the
sharply turning trench.
My hands bled from the razor edged
bits of rock in the deep mud at the bottom of the abyss
that surrounded me.
A heavy fog filled the air and flooded
my lungs with thick death.
"Don't leave me to die alone"
The words tore at my throat.
My tears burned at my
heart.
Fighting the pain, my gasps for breath mounted both
my mental and physical anguish.
I stopped... the world exploding around me.
The thought
of the young voice replaced all my senses.
My eyes, wide
open, as if in direct contact with the failing whisper of
my friend.
My mind raced, "Why can't I just die?
I am
scared... I am alone too.
Why is there someone who calls
me back?
Can't he please cry out for me to go on?...Can't
he call me without whispering?
I wouldn't call him..."
A blast of wind from a near explosion threw me to the
wall of the trench.
"Please, please, please just let me stop
for awhile, let me breathe, please, I don't want to die!" I
screamed.
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The Trenches
Turning on my knees, I began the slow crawl back
to where the voice called me to die with it.
I would
not let him die alone.
He will die with my hand in his
side.
I will believe his need.
The sounds of the battle did not reach my ears. The
flashing explosions only occasionally suggested a footing
through the mud and bodies, but never allowed a
true hold
on the earth.
Each movement of my limbs was another weight
building upon my cold heart.
I now heard them coming.
The shelling had stopped
and now their warriors came into the dark.
Their voices
called and screamed orders into the thickness of the air,
that now had become so dense, a rain had begun.
I would stop here and there, without breathing, as
the enemy jumped across the trench that was my womb.
I
could not give up my purpose. My Faith would not fail,
my salvation from this uselessness would not be forsaken
for a fear.
I placed my hands one after the other, with my knees
following instinctively behind.
As I neared, what I thought,
in my dazed state, the place where my dying soldier lay, I
began to whisper in so silent a voice, "Soldier... Soldier..."
Kneeling, I began to turn over the bloody bodies, one
by one, searching for some sign, some hope that he was
somewhere and that I was not alone.
A sudden scream of attack tore into my silent quest
through the bodies.
I jerked to its direction.
Inhorror,
the thrust of a steel bayorette met my turn.
I felt my
body forced backward.
My world was in cold pain that I
knew was spilling over the ground.
I called, "So 1dier...I'm here... So 1dier... Savior.. .
please, where are you?" I felt my body hit the ground, my
eyes glaring at the escape of my attacker.
I cried out, "Please, where are you?"
And from a body next to me, I heard a whisper that
caressed my soul.
"Thank you" said the dying soldier.
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ACCEPT ME FOR WHAT I AM
Accept me for what I amDon't bundle me up and pack me away
on some forgotten shelf.
Let me be me All of me!
Don't look at me and think:
"He's like this or that."
I'm not, I will surprise you!
I am constantly changing I'm not the same as I was,
yesterday. . . a week. . . a year ago!
Nor will I be the same person a year from now.
I AM NOT STATIC!!!
For just as the seasons change
so do I.
Please don't ask me to be as I was - I can't
Don't pressure me to do what I dread most;
Don't make me live in my past.
If I try - I may come close, but it will only end in frustration.
For I have changed and can never
completely attain that past part of me.
No matter how hard I try I can't go back!
The doors are closed and locked by timeneither -you nor I can unlock them.
In the end I would suffer more than you'll know
For I will face a double sorrowThe past I'll never reach
and
the future I couldn't face.
NO. . .
let me do my own thing
in my own wayif I fall and hurt myself,
it will be my own doing.
I will learn to walk againbut in my own time!
Then. . .
Perhaps. . .
I may runBut not until I'm ready.
21

I cannot and never will be
just what you want me to be,
Nor can I be exactly what you
remember me as!
Accept me - All of me!
my ups and downs
and all the good and bad
inbetween.
For all of it -- is ME!!
Whether you like it or not
is something I cannot be too
concerned with I only ask for your:

patience
friendship
acceptance

And I shall try to do the same towards
you.

by Dale Dobias

A YOUNG CATERPILLAR
A Young Caterpillar
Stretches as the times nears
for it to break out of its coccoon.
Days pass swiftly until his body is
strong enough for him to survive.
Out he
comes; slowly at first for he is fearful
and tired.
Released from his protection he
begins to crawl. Crawling--he finds food--growing
stronger by the hour.
Maturing, he becomes a butterfly.
His journey takes him to the sky.
Flying, he goes, and although one may try
to catch him it cannot be done, for he
is as free as a delicate
bree z e.

by Martha Helen Gurd
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AS THE WAVERING CANDLELIGHT FLICKERS
As the wavering candlelight flickers, shadows dance upon
the walls.
Behind each shadow, there is the resemblance of your shin
ing eyes, peering out from your smile.
The ecstacy that floods my mind. The flame is burning taller.
Your smile whispers words of love and happy times; Your
eyes are calling me to come with you beyond this world
and through the stars. The flame is dimming.
You reach out your hand for me to come.
With arms outstretched,
our fingers touch and grasp. The flame goes out. It is
only a dream.
by Wendy Boalt
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JOANNE

Child, hold my hand.
You are like a wild horse in the moonlight.
The wind blows through your long hair
Softly thrilling our fresh spirits.
Your ribs rise and fall.
Your fragile eyes turn to mine
And in the hint of your smile
I know who you are.
That was long ago.
And now I wonder
If you are still a wandering soul
Caught like a yellow leaf in a gale.

SECOND WIND
On your face you find, like a Christmas gift,
The wondering smile of a child's quick breaths,
Off on a journey, clean wind on your tongue.
Without knowing why, you laugh as you walk
On the asphalt road through the wall of mist;
The asphalt road that slowly steepens,
A silver cord unbroken on the mountain.
Playing follow the leader as you run along,
The pressure of the autumn wind only makes you warm.
When the mist suddenly caresses you,
The thought quivers in your head.
A sunbeam through a wall of mist makes a promise.
by Mike McGinnis
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FIFTEENTH OF NOVEMBER
We came there to appreciate
the succession of white pine over
aspens--nothing more.
Maybe seeing
the aments outlasting the snow and
feeling ground moss with our parched
hands were somewhat senseless;
I don't know.
We appreciated
the place.
We were students
you see.
They were there too, the natives:
the ones with khakis and the shy ones
who avoided our glimpses even though
we were sterile.
And we would have
liked to see both, one of each, take
refuge in the sanctuary--so we could
study their eyes and the
thoughts of being in the woods
that day.
We often found tracks, usually
fleeting. Their sense of direction
was never sure to us; the teacher would
say that they were unnoticed just
a while ago.
Sometimes we felt lucky
when we heard a cloud shattered and
the thoughts thought "These days will
come anyway next year. Might as well
play now."
And I wonder--no we wonder if
the youngs of these two natives cared
for much of this.
They were probably
asleep somewhere cozy--in untenanted
cradles: one probably on a nice
trundle of oak leaves and the other,
maybe in the living room.
It's simple
you know, we had to relate to
these things.
by Ted Guevara
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FACES SWIRL AND SLIP PAST
Faces swirl and slip past;
many may be forgotten
in the misty haze of memory,
others though, I shall call on
over and over again and the laughter and tears
shall return once more.
Just as the foggy mountain mist
clings to the highest crags,
I too shall hold fast to
those faces and places of
a happy past.
These memories shall not bind me
to that unattainable past,
but instead they shall free me,
free me to reach out in
a new understanding of myself
and others.
Thanking the Lord that through
those faces he revealed
himself to me.
So I shall remember,
and those faces shall never fade
as the years of life unfold and fly.
Though I never see those faces again
I will reflect and remember always.
For they dared to share themselves;
took time to reach out to another person
in concern and friendship.
They are a part of me forever
for they dared . . . to LOVE.
by Dale Dobias
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AT THE TABLE WHERE WE SPOKE

At the table where we spoke,
Billowing with the tea and smoke,
Our talk at low ebb passed in the night
As the fire lost its heat and light:
Eyes that never met but in division,
Dropt their hold of foreign faces,
Searching among the dark spaces,
To form an important decision
Under an infirm shade,
To see some spiritual vision,
By lovers only made.
During those days of silent desperation,
We clutched one another for inspiration;
You trailed your hand across my thigh,
Said, by touch, the word "good-bye:"
What words we chose to say,
Fell dully to the floor:
They neither build nor restore
Us in our human play
Of ignorance and night,
Blinded by the eye of the day
And fearing, in our iniquity, the light.
by K. William Rhodehamel
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SUMMER CHANGES
by

Karen Nelson

Until the summer Martin died I felt happy and safe in•my
own little child's world, far from pain, grief and change.
Before then, my family spent one week out of every summer in
Eagle River, Wisconsin.
Two crudely built cabins set cozily in
a clearing lined with pine trees and white birch trees on
"Scattering Rice Lake" became our home for that week.
We eagerly looked forward to the day we would leave for
Eagle River, and the ride up was always unbearably long because
of our impatience.
I can still remember the white arched entrance
way which welcomed our arrival, the long driveway lined with
white stones, our first glimpse of the lake glistening in the
sun, the smell of bark, pine and cool lakewater in the air,
and Martin.
His wrinkled skin was tanned and his crystal
blue eyes sparkled.
He wore a flannel lumberman's shirt,
baggy pants and a red knit cap which covered his round, bald
head.
He greeted us with childlike excitement, proud of his
place and eager to share it with us.
He had built the two
cabins, a main house, a treehouse, a swingset, a pier, and a
boathouse with a sundeck on top.
The week always went by too quickly.
The days were filled
with breakfasts on the boathouse, hikes in the woods, lazy after
noons on the pier, rowing to an island for picnics, campfires
and singing under clear night skies, games in the cabins during
the evenings, and fishing for crabs late at night. One night
we went up to the main house and Martin showed us his home
movies and told us stories about his fishing trips or about past
days of the north woods.
On another night we went to the town
dump to wait for bears to come out, and on a rainy day we went
into town to shop.
The biggest event of the week was the
county fair.
Every year we did the same things and every year
I loved it.
Our last year, however, was different. My fairytale
vacation vanished like a dandelion seed that floats up to the
sky--out of reach and out of sight.
The same arched entranceway welcomed us, we drove down the
same stone-lined driveway, and the lake sparkled just as in
previous years. Martin was warm and friendly as always, but
his eyes had lost their twinkle.
"Welcome back," he greeted us, "It's good to have you here
again."
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"It's good to see you again too, Martin," my dad answered,
"Martin?"
His gaze was not directed toward my dad, but instead Martin
was staring, as if in a trance, back at the woods.
A distant
expression came over his face. I turned toward the direction
he was staring and saw that the treehouse had crashed to the
ground and was broken beyond repair. Jagged pieces of wood
stuck out at odd angles and torn scraps of cloth, which were
once curtains, fluttered forlornly in the breeze. Martin
was hurt, and so was I.
I wanted everything to be the same as
in the past.
The next day was overcast and drizzling so we decided to
go shopping.
We parked in our usual place, near the corner
grocery store, and started down the sidewalks of Eagle River.
I loved all the souvenir shops with their trinkets, furs and
fishing equipment, but my favorite was an Indian shop which
sold multi-colored beads and feathers and had a glass showcase
of turquoise jewlery. I rushed through the other shops in
order to get to my favorite one sooner.
I could see the faded
wooden sign in the distance and I ran ahead of my family.
I
slowed my pace upon reaching the shop and took the entire scene
in.
I could not believe my eyes.
Boards were nailed over the
door and windows and the words "out of business" were written
in spray paint across the glass of the showcase.
I pressed my
face against the window to peer into the shop.
I saw the bare
wooden floor and shelves, and a few empty crates in a corner.
I felt a drained sensation inside of myself and I sat down on
the concrete steps and cried.
A couple nights later we went to the county fair. The
cotton candy, the ferris wheel, and the bright lights caught me
with their excitement and I left the fair feeling almost ecstatic.
The night was unusually warm so we rolled down the windows of
our car when we were waiting in the long line of traffic to leave
the fair.
While we were sitting there, worn out from the night
and impatient with the traffic, a disheveled figure stumbled to
the driver's window and stared in glassy-eyed.
His hair was
snarled, his face was streaked with sweat and dirt, and his
breath smelled strongly of whiskey. After scrutinizing our
group, he said with a slur, "Don't go to the fair, you'll get
as drunk as a bear," and then staggered off into the darkness.
I sat in stunned and confused silence while everyone around me
burst out laughing.
That disgusting man broke the magic spell
the fair created and my family was laughing.
A million things spun through my mind--the sad eyes of Martin
staring blankly into the woods, a broken, splintered treehouse
lying on the ground, an empty shell that was once a bustling shop,
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a sordid face staring in our car window, and the distorted
faces of my family, now laughing hysterically.
When the day came for us to leave Eagle River, I was still
numb; I could not even feel sad that we were leaving.
A few days after our departure we received Word that Martin
died.
I was not surprised and I did not cry when I learned that
we would not be able to return to Eagle River. His death seemed
natural, like the last scene of a play which we had rehearsed
many times before.
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...joining the tumbling' mirth
of sun-split clouas...

PENCIL

You can't tell a fantasy in pencil,
Wishes aren't black and white.
Fantasy is made of velvet and lace,
By mixing shades of blue with light.
Pencils aren't used when you're dreaming-a dream just isn't grey.
You use a brush for wish-and-dreaming
and paints for the things you pray.
Love isn't captured with lead
Although your thoughts aren't clear.
Love must be set free
To fly without fear.

by Mindy Date
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Thought:

A man was walking through a field, which was
situated many miles away from any signs of human
life.
The man spotted a penny on the ground and
questioned where the penny could have come from.
Surely the penny was not dropped by a human, for
the man knew no person ever ventured this far from
town. Using his imagination, the man decided the
penny was dropped by some being in heaven, or,
perhaps elsewhere.
PENNIES
Pennies from heaven
dropped by angels above,
gently drifting downward,
they are signs of heaven's love.
Pennies from heaven
small, shiny, and round,
sometimes one may find them
lying on the ground.
Pennies come from elsewhere,
for the demons loudly yell:
"What about the pennies
that are thrown from hell?"
Pennies from hell
thrown by demons below,
angrily fired upward,
these things one may not know.
To the creatures in hell
pennies have great worth,
they are demons' ammunition
to hit people on earth.
When a penny hits a human
in the head or in the rear,
satan shouts "Good Shot!"
the demons laugh and cheer.
No human cares for pennies,
the cent's value is dead.
Why can't angels and demons
throw silver dollars instead?
by David Imrie
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SADEN'S REASON*
A leafage of honeylocust
folds its greeness
as the night governs
the color.
One could live with
out the night.
Please understand the situation.
A squirrel culls a
plastic ball and
runs swiftly home and the
hurl of wind that caused
it all to happen
cared not for
the friend's mistake.
The same situation again.
An' infant cardinal
tests its wings among the
air currents. Then
in a fragment of time,
it surrenders to the ground
with relief--just like
the boy who stumbled over a
rock over the bird.
Please understand.
by Ted Guevara

*A small wood cr> the north end of Marion
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NARCISSUS
by K. William Rhodehamel

To my right sat a man who stared directly in front of him.
Little more can be said of him for he spoke to no-one. . To my
left, a child.
The child amused himself by singing and playing
by himself.
I merely sat and observed my two preoccupied
companions.
Directly in front of us was a large pool of water,
still and dark: like a huge mirror, it reflected the surround
ings.
The three of us sat on the edge of our chairs, tense
and nervous.
The child's song began to get faster and faster,
repeating chorus' and saying the wrong words. Finally, as
one, we leaned and stretched to see the reflection of ourselves.
...On a hill with the sun setting low on the horizon, stood
three trees gently swaying in the breeze.
A crowd of people
loitering about the trees remarked that the sun's colour made
the trees look bloodcovered.
A group of little boys was making
an attempt to scale the middle tree, with little success.
When
the sun dropped beneath the horizon, the crowd walked away from
the trees and went to a pool near at hand. One among them stood
at the shore while the others surrounded him.
Tall he was, with
long white robes and piercing blue eyes.
His eyes were like
the pool before which he stood; reflective and revealing. The
crowd stirred uneasily, fearing that he should look at them.
Holding each of them with his gaze, the man separated them
into two groups: the first came to him and received his blessing;
the second walked into the pool and disappeared...
As we three looked into the pool, we saw fire of two kinds;
one that burned and one that cleansed.
The man and the child stood
and walked into the pool; the man being consumed by the former
fire, the child by the latter. Long did I gaze into the fires;
fearing to look away, fearing all the more to keep looking.
On the bank of a small pool stands a flower.
The flower is
bent as if to look at itself in the reflection of the pool; that
flower is called the Narcissus.
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IF I

WERE PRESIDENT

If I ran for president
and accidently won,
I'd give the old U.S.
four years total fun.
All jobs would be banishedthrow all work awayfree money for all;
good times every day.
If overseas trouble
or national debt,
we would not be bothered
these things we'd forget.
All men would be free
to do what they chose.
If things got too crazy,
well, that's how it goes.
I may mess things up,
but I'll guarantee:
we'd have the best time
in our history.
by David Imrie
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THE OWL, THE SQUIRREL AND THE ANT
Beneath the eaves of darksome woods
toward the end of an autumn day,
an owl, a squirrel and an ant began
to chat in a casual way.
The lazy sun began to dip,
softly touching the farther shore.
When wise old owl in his wise way asked,
"What is it of life you fear more?"
Small ant began, though slow and scared,
said his mind would constantly dwell
on past things he may have forgotten
to do before cold
winter fell.
"Ah," said owl in a kindly way,
"You fear a past that can't be changed."
"That's true," said ant in unfeigned awe
at owl's words so truely arranged.
"I worry what the future holds,"
said squirrel in a lower tone,
"and wonder if my food will hold out
when winter winds chill to the bone."
Owl looked with understanding eyes;
with compassion they seemed to glow.
"You worry about an unknown thing,
a future you may never know."
"It seems," said owl, "that you may think
these fears common only to you.
But many folks share this common plight,
dreading future and past's not new."
"Live for today," said wise old owl;
"it's easy as you shall soon see;
yesterday never was," he said,
"and tomorrow never will be."
by Dale Dobias
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LIFE IS LIKE A MOUNTAIN
What is life the young boy asked of the old man in the chair,
Why do we continue to get up each day or should we even care.
Just what is our purpose and why have you lived to be so old.
And from your life what are the things you've learned to love and hold.
These deep questions that have arisen from your young and fertile mind
All have their certain answers but they are for you to find.
The old man smiled at the frown he got for his unsatisfactory reply.
Then before the boy could say another word he said I '11 tell you why.
Life is like a mountain that you never asked to climb.
Yet somehow you must face it for you can't go back in time.
You feel so cold and helpless as you look up at your task.
You wonder where and how to begin and you wonder who to ask.
Then you see a shining light far above the mountain's height.
And suddenly you know someone's watching over you and you will be alright.
So you begin your journey eagerly and the higher up you go.
The more arrogant you become as if there were nothing you could not do or know
As you continue to climb to higher heights to places that are new to you
Your eyes and feet are everywhere and the light that once brought you comfort is
no longer in your view.
Then suddenly you stumble and you feel yourself start to fall
But as you go down you grab a branch protruding from the mountain wall.
You look about for some way out but there's no escape in sight.
And you feel so cold and helpless as you look up at the mountain's height.
Then you remember back to a time not so long ago.
When you had first looked up at the mountain's greatness made you feel so
weak and low.
You long to see the guiding light that once took your fears away.
And you tell yourself that if it would save me now I would never go astray.
You know you can't hold on much longer and you think that you will die
Then you look up and you see a hand reaching down from a light in the sky.
You reach up and feel the hand enclose around your own
Then you feel your body being lifted and laid upon a bed of stone
The first thing you see when you arise from the stone on which you laid,
Was the same light that had saved your life the one from which you'd strayed.
You never will forget that time and the lesson that you'd learned.
And your eyes will never leave the light that despite your unfaithfulness
had returned.
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So up the mountain you continue now humble i s your climb
And t h e l i g h t you love s t a y s i n your s i g h t a s you walk on up through t i m e .
So you see my boy, t h e o l d man s a i d , i t ' s r e a l l y u p t o you,
No o t h e r man can l i v e your l i f e n o r develop your own view.
But i t ' s you who must decide from a l l t h e things you know,
Whether t o follow t h a t l i g h t t h a t shines above o r t o f a l l somewhere down
below.

by Larry D. Marshall

CEDAR CHOPPER
Life turned out to be too short.
You l e f t i t before i t became too r e a l .
Before the end came, nobody could speak.
The flood passed by too quick for words.
We k n e w why t h e r o c k s w e r e j a m m e d .
We k n e w o n l y o n e n a i l c o u l d b r e a k t h e m .
In the cedar breaks of the mind,
The flood passed over the head.
Why d i d you t h i n k i t would n e v e r come?
Why d i d you t h i n k i t was n e v e r t h e r e ?
Like wind in rhythms through the trees,
Truth called out, "Find me."
by Mike McGinnis
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MOWING
The sorrel grass has touched the
backyard swing and left the
neighbor child staring at my
porch where I lay lazily at rest
She tells me"grass too tall"
I saw her little eyes
But then again I thought:
I'd sip dandelion wine
and still hate the weed.

MUSHROOMS
are grown. And even if
we have mastered the lust for air
oiled the white petrel
and cursed the gardeners,
we will eat.
by Ted Guevara
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TO DUTY
by David Reiman
One pull on the cord was all it took to bring the lawnmower into action.

I wondered how many times my weapon and

I had been called to duty.

We had a mighty foe, but I was

quite confident that we would once again emerge victorious.
As we began the battle, my weapon and I became a unified
fighting machine; my legs pushing on like two pistons with
undaunted force.

My hands grasped the controls and my hands

were filled with a vibrating sensation that made me aware
of the great power under my command.

We pushed on into

the city of green, leaving behind us a trail of our defeated
enemy.

My muscles grew tense and I pulled back on the

controls when I heard a grinding clash from
machine's steel casing.
the problem.

beneath the

My eyes focused on the source of

A rocky landmine had been placed in our path.

I moved out in front of the machine, picked up the mine,
and heaved it onto the battered remains of our enemy.
pushed onward until the entire city was devastated.

We
I

looked out over my conquered domain, knowing that the re
building process had already begun.
day I would be called back to duty.

41

I was aware that one

Question: Why do men have so many faults?
What Good are Men?
What good are men?
They're not too wise.
They're proud and selfish
and only tell lies.
Impatient and
they make too
when it comes
they're worse

lazy,
much noise;
to behavior
than young boys.

Once happily married,
as a matter of course,
just one year later
they'll file for divorce.
They eat too much
and try to act tough
and never know when
enough is enough.
They haven't much talent
can't type or sing.
It seems men aren't good
for anything.
They'd be much better,
men can dispute,
if EVE never touched
forbidden fruit.
by David Imrie
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"PARTICLES IN THE SUN"
by Barb Stedman
I'll never forget the year that Theresa decided to become
a writer.
Three members of "the gang" had gathered in my family's
small, cluttered kitchen after school one Friday when Theresa,
my best friend of three years, came bounding in the room shout
ing, "You guys! You guys!
I'm going to be a writer!
I just
finished reading the most wonderful book, and I've decided that's
what I'm going to do for the rest of my life--write books like
that!"
"Well, what was the name of this wonderful book that's given
you such inspiration?" asked Mike Hampton, with his typically
skeptical expression.
"Farewell to Arms," said Theresa.
"I had to read it for
my American lit. class, and I just loved it!
It's all about
this terribly handsome man named Robert who falls in love with
a beautiful nurse during the war, and they row a boat across
the Swiss border to safety. It's just all so romantic!"
"Sounds kind of weird to me," said Mike again, skeptically.
"You, Mike Hampton, simply have no aesthetic appreciation."
(Theresa was always throwing around big terms just to impress
everyone. She read those little quizzes in Reader's Digest
every month, and "aesthetic" just happened to be one of this
month's words.) "It's by one of America's most famous authors,
Irving Hemingway, and if you knew anything about anything, you'd
know that."
Of course, here it was terribly tempting to tell her that
it was Ernest, not Irving Hemingway, but with Mike already giving
her such a hard time, I just didn't have the heart to correct her.
I guess that's what best friends are for.
"Hey, if you two are done bickering, why don't we hurry up
and decide what we're going to do tonight," urged Jan Templeton,
the official chauffeur of the group.
She was the only one who
had her own car--actually, it was her father's car, but he always
let her use it as her own--and so she did almost all of the driving
when the six of us went out for our weekend movies, or bowling,
or whatever we decided to do.
This, of course, was a gentle blow
to the guys' egos, who thought it was somehow degrading that they
had to let a female drive them around town.
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Theresa, however, was not about to let the conversation
stray from the subject of her new career.
"Didn't you guys hear
what I said? I'm going to be a writer, and you've all got to
help me.
I'm sixteen-years-old already, and if I don't start
right away, all the good books'll be written by the time I'm
twenty."
"Well listen, Grandma Moses," interrupted Mike, "how about
if we get tonight's plans settled first, and then we can decide
on the rest of your life?"
"Oh, you guys don't even care!" said Theresa, as she
plunked down on a chair at the table.
Theresa came up with a new career just about every week or
two, so this latest choice didn't come as much of a surprise to
any of us.
The last we had heard, she was going to be a nurse;
that decision came after she visited a nursing home with her
church youth group.
Before that, it was a concert
pianist (despit
the fact that she's never had a lesson in her life.
But then, no
obstacle ever seemed insurmountable to Theresa).
"Yes, we care," I assured her.
are."

"So tell us what your plans

"Oh, Sandy," said Theresa, turning to me, "it's working out
so perfectly!
I saw an announcement at school about the amateur
playwright contest for one-act plays being sponsored by the town
ship acting guild, and so that's what my first masterpiece will
be--a play."
"Excuse me, William Shakespeare," interrupted Mike again, "but
what makes you think that you can write a play?
Have you ever
written any kind of fiction in your life?"
"Yes," she answered with a tinge of aloofness. "In second
grade.1 wrote a story
about dancing bear, and the teacher gave
me an A+, with a star!"
"Well I'm really sorry for doubting your abilities," apologize
Mike sarcastically. "I never realized you were so talented."
"And besides," continued Theresa, "with five such fantastic
friends to help me with this play, how can I lose?"
"Whoa! Hold on there a second!"
said Mike quickly.
"Just
what kind of help are you talking about, and who are you including
in that group of five wonderful friends?"
"Well," she began, a little more siowly,"there's a teensy
weensy little bitty catch to this contest." She paused, probably
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waiting for Mike to object, then went on. "Each play entered
has to be acted out during the acting guild's 'Amateur Theater
Night.' All plays entered will be presented that night, and each
contestant must provide his or her own sets and..."--another
pause--"actors and actresses."
I knew immediately what Theresa was talking about, but waited
for Mike to let it sink in.
And then it hit.
Mike jumped up
with a shout, his eyes wide open. "What?! You mean us, don't
you? Well you can just count me out, cause there's no way I'm
getting up on a stage and making a fool out of myself.
Uh-uh,
no way sister, count me out!"
After that expected outburst, Theresa and Mike argued back
and forth until she finally agreed to let him be the villain (after
all, he'd fit the part so well) and also promised to get him a
free ticket to an upcoming pro basketball game.
(Somehow, she
swore she could get some for free through her dad.)
So, with her biggest battles won, Theresa relaxed and told
us that she had even thought up the plot of her play already.
"Oh, you'll all just love it! It's got everything--romance,
adventure, sophisticated humor, drama--the 'drama of human existence.'
Miss Johnson mentioned that in American lit today, and I decided
that'll be my theme in everything I write.
"This play will take place in the deep South, during the time
of the Civil War, and my main characters will be Cristalee Brandon,
the beautiful orphaned southern belle, and Jason Rutledge, the
terribly handsome ladies' man from the north who woos and eventually
wins Cristalee."
"But hasn't that idea already been used, Theresa?
It sounds
just like a plot from one of those paperbacks they sell at the
drugstore."
"Oh, no," insisted Theresa, "this will be totally different
from anything like that. - Since I've decided to become the foremost
American writer of Christian fiction, all my works--oh, doesn't
that sound wonderful? 'my works'--they'11 all have a Christian^
twist to them.
So in this one Cristalee will be a nice Christian
girl who leads Jason to the Lord when he's afflicted with a strange
tropical disease and almost dies."
I had to admit that Theresa had found a new twist to an old
theme, and Mike agreed that it sounded "pretty twisted," but I
St ill had no idea how she was going to fit a plot like that into
a one-act play.
And with only two weeks til the contest, she had
an even bigger challenge ahead of her.
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The next Monday she came to school with orders for the guys
that a set be built by Friday to look "just like Tara, the planta
tion in Gone with the Wind."
And since Andy (my boyfriend) was
the only one of the three boys who had seen the movie, he took
charge of that project. (And in case you didn't notice, "Andy"
rhymes with "Sandy," which provides fuel for plenty of jokes
from absolutely everyone.
My father says we should form a
comedy team, while Mike has suggested that we bottle "Sandy's
and Andy's Homemade Brandy." Catchy, huh?)
Parts were assigned that Wednesday.
Since Andy and I were
the only ones dating, we were assigned the parts of Jason and
Cristalee.
Mike, as the villain, was to be Vincent Blackhart,
and Jan and Marty (the third guy of the group) were given the
parts of Cristalee's sisters, Chantel and Suzanna Mae.
Needless
to say, Marty was not thrilled, but once again Theresa got her
way. Besides, with a wig and a dress on, there wasn't too much
danger of Marty being recognized by anyone in the audience, or
at least that's what Theresa said.
She ended then, with one last order:
"Start preparing your
selves mentally for these parts, and I'll have your scripts to
you by Friday," said Theresa.
"Have them memorized by Sunday
afternoon, when practive will begin at my house."
By the time scripts were distributed that Friday, I was even
a bit excited to be on stage.
In reading through the script, it
turned out to be pretty much as I'd expected--terribly melodramatic,
with amateurish dialogue and few stage directions; but, on the
other hand, we certainly weren't a handful of professional actors.
From Sunday to the following Friday we practiced our hearts
out, going over and over a scene til we got it just right (well,
almost just right).
For one week the six of us lived and breathed
"Particles in the Sun" (that was the name of her masterpiece), and
by Saturday--the day of the contest--we were all pretty confident.
Since the first play of the evening was to begin at 6:30 and
would last a maximum of forty-five minutes, and we were the third
play of the evening, we all gathered at Theresa's after an extraearly supper and went over our lines one last time.
Finally ready
to go, with butterflies in all of our stomachs, we hopped in Jan's
car and drove to the guild.
When we got there, the group scheduled for 6:30 was just about
finished putting up their set.
We sat down to wait, but Theresa
got up to introduce herself to the judges. (Brown-nosing, I'd call
it.) Our panel of dramatic critics was a rather strange one: the
town librarian, of course; but also Mr. Hopkins-a plumber; Mr. Franklina retired businessman who was no longer bordering on senility, but

46

wallowing in it; and Mrs. Miller-the chiropractic school dropout
who ended up being a housewife and crossing guard for the grade
school kids.
And so, with out elite panel of drama experts throughly
examined, Theresa sat down with the rest of us and waited for
the first play to start.
It was, I have to admit, a pretty poor production, and that
lifted our hopes for success.
But when we saw the second one,
we started getting discouraged again; some of the players, we
heard, were experienced in several semi-professional productions
(which we thought was terribly unfair, since this was supposedly
"amateur theater").
And then, finally, it was our turn.
The boys set up our southern plantation in about five minutes,
and we were ready.
I came on stage with, if I do say so myself, just the right
amount of dramatic poise, and gave my soliloquy of the hard, cruel
life I'd led.
Off to my left, Jason Rutledge appeared, with lust
for me in his eyes.
line.

It all went on so perfectly with no one forgetting a single
And then--it happened.

We probably had no more than five minutes to go, and Jason was
lying in bed, with a doctor and all his friends nearby, while he
told me how he'd been such a fool. He was just about to pray for
salvation when slowly a creaking from the rear of the stage grew
into a loud cracking and groaning.
The entire wood and cardboard
set fell forward with a crash. Jan managed to runout from under
it in time, but the rest of us were trapped beneath.
Luckily it
wasn't heavy enough to hurt any of us, but nevertheless it brought
the play to a halt.
We crawled out, and as we emerged, the four
judges began applauding slowly.
We looked at each other, took a
quick bow, and ran off-stage where Theresa was already in tears.
"It's ruined! My chance to make it big, and it's all ruined!"
she sobbed, until we finally got her calmed down.
She accepted the boys' apologies, and we all decided to go out
in the audience and watch the two remaining plays, which were both
pretty good.
Finally, when it was all over, the judges conferred, and Mrs.
Miller went up on stage to announce the winners. Third place went
to the last group, which had performed a drama involving Siamese
twins, and second place went to the group of semi-professionals,
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who we had

expected to win.

"And now," said Mrs. Miller, "we would like to announce
our grand-prize-winning play.
It is with great pride that we
present this trophy and check for $50 to "Particles in the Sun"!
We were stunned.
None of us quite believed her as she
explained that we deserved special merit for our "ingenious
portrayal of the burning of Atlanta."
And Theresa didn't even know that Atlanta had ever burned!
Slowly, the six of us rose and made our way up to the stage.
In a sort of a daze, Theresa gave her thank-you's and led the
rest of us off-stage.
When it finally sank in, all we could do was laugh--they
liked up because we had goofed up!
Of course we went out and celebrated late that night--with
the twenty-five cents that each of us had to spend.
As it
turned out, with costs for the set construction and costume
rental, there was only $1.50 to divide among the six of us.
In that single night, Theresa's playwriting career began
and ended.
In fact, that following Monday she was already
talking about being a gourmet chef.
This time, I hoped, she'd
get started on her own--without our help.

48

——-

...touching the fac« of God...

MARANATHA

Grey clouds float into the sky
With the patience of long millenia.
Darkness covers the earth like a veil
And dry clefts divide the ground.
But in the sky the yearning thunder swells
And piercing lightning rends the saturated air.
At last in the twinkling of an eye
The timeless tension comes to an end.
In crystal sheets of cleansing chills
The last rains pour themselves out.
Bathe us Lord
Flood us Lord
Wash us away

by Mike McGinnis

5.0

NOT A COMPUTER
There is so much to do
So little time.
The snow falls fast
But it melts away
Rather than last.
I must be me
But so much of what I do
Is what I'm expected to.
It's not me, it's my output.
Am I a computer?
Input new data
Process and compute
Output to help others.
What happens when the computer
Goes down?
Ceases to function?
It loses its worth.
The American ideal.
People are only worth their output.
After retirement, store them in a home
Out of the functional people's way.
"I am not a computer"
I am human
I try to love
I try to help
I try to care
I try to understand.
It's inevitable - I always fail.
I pray to you and you help me
And I mess it up anyway.
Relationships
RELATIONSHIPS!
Will there always be so many problems?
Will I always hurt people because I try to care?
But I will always try to love
I will always try to care. - God Wil1ing.

by Bill Wallace III

SI

*THE PASSING OF A FRIEND
by Dale Dobias
It was beautiful outside that morning.
The sun was just
beginning to climb over the rooftops and fill the sky with light.
A ray of sunlight came through my window and struck my face;
I opened my eyes, looked outside and silently thanked God for
the nice day. It's only fair, I thought to myself.
Besides
she would have liked it to be a sunny day.
I slowly got dressed, deciding I didn't have to be to the
church until one o'clock so I'd wait till later to put my suit
on. I came out of my room and was surprised to see all the
relatives up and bustling around so early.
I thought the events
of the past three days since her death would have unnerved them
all, but they doggedly carried on with life as if to prove to
others that they would live through this.
Even though an air
of sorrow and depression filled the house, there was also a
feeling of relief and peacefulness;
a feeling of relief
because there was no more suffering for her or us.
We had all suffered along with her for two long years,
through operations, therapy, good and bad times.
She always
hoped for the best and that will to live helped her recover
from the most extensive surgery.
The doctors were as amazed
as we were at her speedy recoveries and her unquenchable spirit.
She fought and we battled right beside her, but the cancer spread.
The last two months were the hardest, and along with the
rest of the family I spent a good share of my time at the
hospital. Ke waited and prayed but could see she was close
to the end. The doctor told her they had done all they could;
she cried a lot then, and we cried with her. Now it was just
a question of time. I took my turn with the other members
of the family and sat by her bedside.
For two long weeks we
kept our vigil; the days dragged on and the nights seemed
endless.
The doctor gave her drugs to relieve the pain and
help her sleep; she had suffered enough.
The last day she was
in a semi-coma and was unaware of things around her for most of
the time. The family waited, the minutes passing so slowly, by
noon they could see that she wouldn't last through the day. At
twenty of six she left this world.
There were no tears when she died,and there were none today.
During the three days after her death, there was little time for
tears as theypassed in a whirl of arrangments, condolences and
relatives; and today was the day of the funeral.
I tried to do
something to keep busy until I had to dress and go to the church,
but I couldn't keep my mind occupied long enough before those
dark thoughts returned.
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Soon more relatives and friends arrived; our house became
a stop over for people to freshen-up before leaving for the
church.
By quarter after twelve I was left in the house by
myself, alone with my thoughts.
As I dressed and got ready
to leave, I began to reminisce about my life and my involve
ment in hers.
She had been a close friend of mine, a person
I could talk to no matter what time it was or what my problem
was about.
She was a part of my life and I would really miss
her.
I locked the house up and started for the church.
The service was wonderful and it was very moving for me
to see all the people her life had touched, gathered to say
one last farewell.
I sat in front with the rest of the family,
and I smiled throughout the whole ceremony.
I wasn't really
sad. I was happy for her and couldn't help but smile.
Very
few of the relatives cried because we had done most of our
crying two weeks earlier.
A very close friend of hers sang
for the service and I could almost hear her say "Thank you"
when he had finished.
She had thought of him as a third son
and would have really appreciated that special good-bye of his.
When the service was over, everyone filed out of the church
and got into their cars to begin the forty-five minute ride to
the cemetery.
The line of cars stretched back as a procession
of twenty-five to thirty cars twisted and turned down the park
We arrived at Fort Snelling
ways and backstreets of Minneapolis.
National Cemetery and were greeted by a man in uniform who would
take us to a site under a green awning where a short gravesite
ceremony would be held.
There was a strange silence in the air
as the minister said, "Ashes to ashes, dust to dust," summing
up the finality of death in those few words.
The people wandered off, some to their cars to return for
the lunch at the church, and others moved to different areas
of the cemetary to visit the resting places of others they had
known.
I went over to see the spot where she would be buried.
Nearby was a small tree that would someday shade the gravesite.
Once more I thanked God, this time for the beautiful day, the
wonderful friends, and also for that tiny tree growing near her
As I was slowly walking back to the car, I stopped and
grave.
looked once more towards the spot where her casket lay under
that green awning.
The breeze ruffled the dust and the warm
sunlight danced and shimmered in the fresh May air; the whole
world seemed to stand still, waiting to see what I would do.
I blinked back a tear and whispered, "Goodbye mom."
I smiled, and walked quietly to the car.
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THE DOOR

The door itself was a rather sturdy one made from good,
solid timbers.

It was reinforced with strips of iron and held

together with large bolts.

Each year the door was reinforced

with more wood and iron while the hinges continually grew rusty
making it harder to open.

The cracks between the wood slats and

under the door were sealed as to allow no light to enter in.

The

strangest feature was the door handle.

There was only one and it

was located on the inside of the door.

No one could enter unless

the door was opened from the inside.
Outside of the door stood a peculiar figure somewhat re
sembling a man.
common of men.

Yes, he was a man but quite unlike the most
He appeared so wise and seemed to be surrounded

by a perpetual aura of peace.

His eyes were piercing yet loving.

He appeared as a god of sorts.

The strange man stood outside of

the door constantly knocking, knocking and knocking.
thought someone was at home.

He evidently

Or perhaps he just figured that the

person was either asleep or hard of hearing.
knocking day after day, year after year.

Anyway, he continued

Then one day when it

seemed he was going to give up and walk away the door began to
slowly creak open.
all the way.

It creaked and creaked until it finally opened

Light began to flood into the musty room which had

been sealed so long by the door.
joyous smile as he entered.

The man figure smiled a

He intended to stay for a long, long

t ime.
by Layne Schmidt
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*S0 SMALL AM I

I'm on God's thumb,
so smal1 am I,
any pride in me
is but a lie.
All that I am
and ever will be
won't write a page
in history.
For me to brag
would seem so odd,
'cause I'm so small
compared to God.
My life will end
at His command.
I can't begin
to understand.
There is no worth
in personal fame,
for I am small
without His name.

by David Imrie
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ANSWER TO LIFE'S QUEST
In life I heard your calling, in a small way
I've paid a price
But for you I'll keep on giving, even if it
means sacrifice.
All I possess is really nothing, the worldly
titles I achieve are vain
And though it seems impossible, it is thru death
That I'll gain.
Lord, to you I'll give my humble offering, with
My hands to you I'll raise
The only real offering, my life to you as praise.
by Scott M. Preissler

5-6

TRIBUTE TO JAMES WHEELER
One has passed away
Into my memory.
Something has to give,
and take these tears away.
So I stand,
alone with the man,
holding the wooden sanctity.
Listen to the love,
that cries full circle,
in the night.
Oh James I'm living,
for you to share.
Your father's love and you,
are one.
I'll take your burden on me,
and hold the ground,
I stand and gaze,
into your lead.
Hearts break all around me,
but only now
are you free,
listen to your love
that cries full circle
in the night.
by Terry Haines
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THE THIEF IN THE NIGHT
The snow comes so quickly yet it's pretty and white,
It reminds me of Jesus, The Thief In the Night.
No one knows the time nor the hour,
At which the son of man will display all of His glory
and power.
It will be all so peaceful and all serene,
When Jesus comes and enters the scene.
Knees will start bowing wherever you are,
You'll know he's here whether you're near or far.
Yes knees will bow and all will proclaim,
That Jesus is Lord and there's power in that name.

by Roger Lowell Winder
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*THIEF IN THE NIGHT
by K. William Rhodehamel

From the porch, the tree seemed a rock jutting amidst a
raging sea of wheat; or the first star shining in the black of
night. From the porch, wheat and the tree were all that could
be seen. Since Ruth could remember it had been Jenny's tree,
and everybody knew it.
Everyday Jenny would take notebook and
Bible in hand and go to her tree. Sometimes she would sit
for hours reading (her Bible, the only book she owned), writing
(she wanted to be a poetess), and praying.
The time alone had
made Jenny withdrawn and moody.
Her mother recognized this as
the result of a great creative talent; she had seen it in her
own sister.
Ruth stood on the porch with her face to the sun, squinting
to see Jenny go to the tree. The sun shone white above the
horizon,reflecting a brilliant gold on the wheat.
The tree stood
like a tall, bushy-headed king looking over his vast wealth.
Focusing her attenti-on on .her daughter, she thought her tall and
gangly for her age. When she saw Jenny's head bob through the
wheat, her hair a gold more fine and pure than the wheat, more
brilliant than the sun, she thought of Jennifer.
Her sister, Jenny's namesake, had been much like Jenny.
"My God," she thought, "it's happening again." Faith in God,
creative expression, and quiet character the sister and the
daughter had in common. The sister could bring sunshine on a
cloudy day, as did the daughter.
Tears welled in Ruth's eyes
as she remembered the fateful day Jennifer was killed. She and
Jennifer had gone to town for their mother, Jennifer having
received her driver's licence the previous week. Excitedly they
had driven to town; it was Jennifer's first time to drive without
the company of their father. On the way home, a dog ran in front
of the car and, swerving to miss it, they collided with a tree.
"Hi, momma."
Ruth's thoughts broke abruptly when she saw her other
daughter, Jessica, run past. Her short, auburn hair bounced
wildly as she ran out of sight around the corner of the house.
Ruth felt as if she had seen herself, twenty years younger, run
by.
If Jenny was like her dead aunt, then Jessica was like she;
one as faithful as the other was skeptical . Jessica and she, at
that age, looked at the world scientifically; they had little
room for God and such in their lives. Or at least Ruth hadn't
till Jennifer's death. That violent death jolted her into the
need for and the realization of God. She felt that she had been
blest with an understanding, open-minded mother who didn't push
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her own personal convictions on her children. Trying her best
to raise the girls in the same way, she often wondered what it
would take to get Jessica to come around. Jessica often made
fun of Jenny for her faith and way of life. But the two were
close; Jessica was never cruel and Jenny always coolly, quietly
answered the questions that were posed.
Ruth regretted her
similar treatment of her own sister, but was reconciled that she
had been forgiven by God and by Jennifer.
She was proud that
Jenny reacted to her sister's questions patiently and respectfully.
As she looked out from the porch, Jenny shifted uneasily;
it had been weighing heavily on her mind all morning to go to
the tree.
"Jessica, would you please take me out to my tree?" she
called into the house. No answer came.
She shifted in her wheel chair again.
Looking down at the
hard metal and the large wheels, Jenny realized that she had
sat calling for Jessica for over thirty years.
"Why it's been thirty-three years today," she thought. The
tears welled in her eyes as she remembered the day of tragedy.
The family had gone for a drive.
No-one was sure how the accident
happened, but the car was found wrapped around a tree.
The
coroner said that mother and father died instantly.
Jessica had
been thrown clear, suffering only minor injury; Jenny's spinal
cord and vertabrae had been injured--she would never walk again.
Upon release from the hospital, the girls returned to the house;
Jessica had cared for her since that day. Though not feeling her
college education a waste, being able to write poetry somewhat
successfully, she knew that Jessica wished to put her degree to
work.
But Jessica loved Jenny; there was no hard feeling.
"Did you call for me?" said Jessica coming through the door.
She looked down at her crippled sister and smiled. "I love her
very much," she thought, "but I don't understand this business
about God. How can anyone so intelligent and creative believe
in such nonsense. There's no need in this world as it is to
escape from reality. The opportunities are tremendous to learn
and be effective." She looked her sister full in the face and
decided to let her believe anything she wanted.
Jenny looked at her sister. "She looks much older than
fifty-five," Jenny thought, "she should never have had to live
like this." Jessica's hair, streaked with white, was up on her
head; her clothes were dull and out of fashion. Her face was
wrinkled, her skin dry. "She should have been a great scientist
or doctor. But God must have some purpose in mind. I'll just
have to wait and see." Jenny smiled
back.
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"Yes, would you please take me to my tree?"
sparkled; she knew Jessica would take her.

Jenny's eyes

"Why, do you want to go talk with God?" she skeptically
asked. She did not say this altogether negatively, for they
had talked of God for thirty years and more and understood one
another wel1.
"Yes I do, as a matter of fact. All morning I've felt the
need to be out there. Something is going to happen."
"Maybe God is going to tell you that he doesn't exist,"
she said playfully.
"And maybe He's going to tell you that He does," retorted
Jenny with equal affection. The two women laughed as they had
done many times before, knowing every line to the spiritual-mind
game they knew so well.
"But you know as well as I that we can't prove it ourselves,"
said Jenny in all seriousness. "One has to be willing to accept
Him and then He will reveal himself.
Everytime you ask me how
to be born again I can only answer that I don't know how; you just
have to be born again. It's a matter of experience."
"Well, we'll get nowhere talking about it.
After all, if
in forty years we couldn't convince one another, we'll not do
it today. God is for you and not for me." Jessica made her point
and let it at that.
"Okay, but all I know is that one day Christ will come on
the clouds 'like a thief in the night' and call the believers up
to Him. If you don't believe, then you'll be left behind."
Jenny said this with such conviction that for a moment Jessica
was moved, but she quickly passed it off as emotionalism. Jenny
wondered about God's purpose with Jessica's life. "Let's not
talk any more, we'll get nowhere."
Jessica wheeled the chair off the porch and out to the tree.
"I'll come back before supper," she said as she turned to
leave.
Jenny watched her sister walk to the house and disappear
through the front door. She then lost herself to God.
Jessica stood at the kitchen sink washing her hands. She
had finished cleaning and supper would be ready in a few minutes.
"I'd better get Jenny," she thought.
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She stood momentarily thinking about what Jenny would be
doing at the tree.
"I guess that I'm not able to feel what she feels.
I don't
understand," she said aloud. "I've never felt or seen God in
action in my own life. But maybe Jenny's life is God in action."
she pondered this thought, one that had never occured to her before.
But shortly she disregarded the thought. "'A thief in the night.'
How ridiculous!" The laughter in her throat was cut short in
fear; it had sounded more like a laugh of joy than of skepticism.
As she came onto the porch, she saw the sky had gone dark
with clouds.
Jessica thought she could see Jenny sitting beneath
the tree.
In the distance, lightning shone and thunder faintly
rumbled.
"I'd better go get her before it starts raining," she
thought. "This must be what she felt in the air all morning.
Not God, just a storm."
As she stepped off the porch, the first sprinkles started.
Suddenly, a long, white hand of lightning reached it's way from
Heaven to the tree. The flash and the crack of the tree caused
Jessica to stop short. Slowly, as the fall of some ancient and
reverend king in battle, the tree toppled over. She took a step.
Then more slowly another. She stopped. Then she ran to the tree.
There under the massive weight of the charred tree lay Jenny.
Tears streamed down Jessica's face as she pulled the body of her
sister from beneath the tree.
"Where is your God now?" she sobbed. If she had ever desired
to believe before, it was dashed now in sorrow.
Somewhere in the clouds a single ray of light broke through
and showed on Jenny's face. Jenny looked beautiful and joyous
beyond description; there was no sign of death on her face, rather
the glow of life abundant. Gazing at the face in silence, Jessica
knelt to pray.
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IT WON'T TAKE LONG
In this world of darkness, I'm not really
at home
The lights are shining brighter where
I'm going.
My goal is set before me and I'm
awaiting the morn'
To bring as many with me as can fit
around the throne.
Just a few more mountains are standing in
my way
Only a few more valleys to strengthen
the way I pray
Even fewer cloudy days when the
sunshine's gone away
Just a few more battles Lord and
I'll be home to stay.
by Scott M. Preissler

64

LORD, I HOLD IN MY HAND
Lord, I hold in my hand
Your cup
Filled with forgiveness and healing
And say, Lord,
Let this cup pass from me.
For forgiveness, though it is sweet,
Requires that I lay down my burden,
And healing, that I take up my bed
And that I travel, no longer my own guide,
Over the mountain paths you have established.
My son, I hold in my hand
Your life
Wearied by guilt and wounds
And say, yes,
The cup that I drink you shall drink
For I know the burden of forgiveness that you bear
And I know the nights you have lain
Feverish for my healing.
And lo, I have abolished them both
For you will travel, no longer your own guide,
Over the mountain paths I have established.
by Mike McGinnis
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SEED OR TREE
by Mindy Date
Once upon a time there was a seed.
He was a nice seed,
small and brown and smooth.
He liked his life, but he felt
there was something missing.
The seed longed to escape from
his safe pod and roam the world freely.
So he struggled from
the safety and comfort of the pod and fell to the ground.
"That was a terrible trip!" said the seed, "Surely my
other adventures won't be so painful." Then Seed tried to
travel, but seeds such as he aren't meant to travel far, so
Seed couldn't go more than a few inches from his pod.
After a long time of feeling thwarted, Seed said to himself,
"I feel empty.
I can't travel, and there's nothing for a seed
to do here. Oh, Earth, I didn't obey the laws of seedhood; I
never listened to your call.
I'm absolutely worthless, so I'm
going to die right here in the leaves and dirt.
I'm sorry for
all the problems I've caused, and for all the failures I've
caused.
I hope they turn out all right in the end.
I guess
I can't make them any better now."
After saying this, the
little brown seed snuggled himself into the leaves and fell
as 1eep.
The little seed didn't know that Earth is the father of
seeds, who listens to His children when they cry to Him.
But
Earth was listening, and He decided to make Seed into a wonderful
tree.
As Seed slept, he was changed in little, private, inside
ways that no-one except Earth-Father knew about.
Seed dreamed
about these changes and thought how wonderful it was to give
himself up to the earth to be nurtured.
He felt more secure and
loved than he had ever felt, even in the pod.
One day Seed awoke from his sleep.
Strange things were
happening to him.
While he had been dreaming about being a
fulfilled seed, Earth had been working inward miracles.
Now he
was being awakened and forced to change from a seed into a plant.
A long, white tail came from his smooth, brown skin.
Then his
skin split!
He struggled to stay a seed for days, but Earth spoke
to him. "Seed, I am Earth, your Father.
You cannot be the tree
I intend you to be unless you let me change you.
If you don't
want to became a tree, you don't have to become one.
I must warn
you, though, that unless you submit to Me, you will rot in the
ground.
You cannot remain a seed." The seed saw that what EarthFather said was true, but he asked, "Father, can't I just keep
growing as I did while I was asleep?
I like being a seed. How
can I be happy as anything else? Let me remain a seed."
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Earth-Father explained patiently until Seed was willing to
trust Him to change Seed into a seedling.
When Seed burst above
the ground, he was stunned at the broadness of the world.
"When I was above ground before," he thought, "Everything
was grey and dry. . Now it's green and soft and warm.
I guess
letting Earth-Father change one really pays, even though it
hurts sometimes. Thank you for making me a tree, Father!"
Seed watched the sun go down and curled his new leaves up to
rest. Before he fell asleep, he noticed some more growing
feelings inside that wouldn't let him rest.
He couldn't under
stand what was happening to him, so he called to Earth.
"Father,
I thought You were going to make me a tree.
I am one now, so
why am I still growing?
I like these new leaves You've given me.
I like my stem and my new roots. I'm grown up, aren't I?
I'm
a tree!
I don't want to grow any more!"
The Father spoke to Seed again. "Seed, do you realize I
want only the best for you?
I love you.
Anything I allow to
happen to you will be for your good.
You must grow more.
The
fullness of maturity and perfection in our unity cannot come
until you fully yield to me."
Seed understood, a little, but he wanted to stay a seedling.
He had made friends with other seedlings.
They would think he
was trying to be "taller than thou" if he submitted to Earth-Father's
growing. He fought inwardly for almost a week. He felt droopy
and sad. He finally gave in.
From that time on, he grew steadily.
To his surprise, so did
some of the other seedlings with whom he had become friendly. He
caught himself trying not to grow many times, but after a struggle
of minutes, of weeks, he let Earth-Father make him tall. One
morning, many years later, Earth called him.
"Tree!" .(for that was his name now that he was no longer a
seed) "I have a new growing for you."
Tree replied, "Father, You have changed me from a seed to a
sapling, and from a sapling to a tree. Do with me what You will."
Earth-Father said, "For many years you have served me well.
You have borne fruit which has brought forth many new trees.
Your new task is to die."
Tree felt uneasy and reluctant, but he remembered the times
he had refused to obey.
He had felt lost until he did as he was
commanded.
So he replied, "Father, this is the hardest thing
You have asked me to do.
But with Your help, I will do it. Thank
You for this privilege."
Earth-Fathor was pleased with the faith and trust of His child,
and said, "Well done, My good and faithful servant.
Enter into
your Father's joy."
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Tree reached to Earth-Father and found he had left his trunk,
He could travel as he had longed to do when he was a seed. Death
was easy! A slipping from confinement into freedom and union with
the Father.
"Your hearts and minds must be made completely new, and you
must put on the new self, which is created in God's likeness and
reveals itself in the true life which is upright and holy."
(Ephesians 4:23,25, TEV)

LOOK
Look - I am here.
My outstretched hand
is waiting to be
grasped. Touch me
I want to be your
dearest friend...
for it is I.

JUST AS WATER ON A POND
Just as water on a pond changes
colour when sunrays hit, our
hearts are renewed and changed.
And just as the waves become
rough during a storm, our
lives can be steadied through
God.

ALONE
Alone. God without
the presence of
your spirit
I am thus.
by Martha Helen Gurd
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TO BE TOUCHED BY LOVE
To be touched by love, soft and sincere, that is my dream.
Love that goes beyond my wildest plans and out-does all
my schemes.
Just the touch, the word, the not-so-casual glance, is
what I'm searching for.
And at that clue, my love, so sweet, I could begin to pour.
How much I'm holding down inside, to not even you, could
I confide.
For it's beyond my knowledge, too far to see,
Except that the love can only be,
Be forever strong, forever true, forever, always, just
for you.
One day soon, not far away,
My love, you will decide to take.
And you'll want me the way I want you.
Oh God, oh please, just let it come true.
There's such an aching deep inside,
Surely there's some way you can find,
To bring me this wish, this dream come true:
To hear that someone say, "I love you."
It's been so long, I can hardly remember.
Why does the past always look so much better?
I miss what I had, I miss what I was;
I miss all the caring, and I miss all the love.
How much longer will I be alone?
How long til I have
that love of my own?
I want to leave all the heartaches behind, to go out, and
to somehow try to find,
The one who knows how to dry all my tears, fill up my life
and empty the fears,
Bring his sweet love for years and for years.
Lord, let it be soon, I'm starting to drain.
The pressure's too great and greater the strain,
Of loving and loving with nothing in return:
The aching, the longing, the tears, how they burn.
Bring his love to me, I need it now.
I won't let you down Lord, I'll show you how,
My love is for giving, and oh, how I can,
Give my love to him, forever, again.
by Wendy Boalt
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A CASE FOR CHRISTIAN HUMANISM
by K. William Rhodehamel

What they have read is constantly and prominently present
to the mind of the few, but not to that of the many. The for
mer mouth over their favourite lines and stanzas in solitude.
Scenes and characters from books provide them with a sort of
iconography by which they interpret or sum up their own exper
They talk to one another about books, often at length.
ience.
C.S. Lewis
In the environment of the Christian college, the tendency
to emphasize "spiritual" fellowship is, quite justifiably, pre
eminent.
But, at times, this emphasis exists to the exclusion
of the equally essential "intellectual" fellowship, which should
be prominent in the university setting.
Quite obviously, as
modern education moves further from the liberal arts viewpoint
to a more job-oriented perspective (which trend seems to be,
praise God, somewhat miraculously reversing), the classroom,
filled with more "passers-through" than scholars, cannot, nor
does, serve to provide the requisite interaction for the Christ
ian humanist.
Let me say, that by Christian humanist, I mean
the lover of the humanities, both sacred and secular, who recog
nizes the participation, the presence, and the promptings of
God in and behind the principles of art, language, and history;
who, in the study of and the creation of these "liberal arts,"
seeks to give glory to God.
The Christian humanist is in opposition to the Romanticist.
Romanticism looks at nature in order to find God.
Nature is
the material manifestation of the soul. On this assumption,
it follows that it is, then, an "incarnation" of God. Moral
law emerges through
the observation of natural law.
Upon con
templation, this observation falters--the concepts of mercy
and forgiveness, to name a few, are not elements of Nature.
Nature reveals herself to be a riddle, not an answer. The Christ
ian humanist, in his turn, studies man to find God.
Through
the writings and deeds of man, who has been created in the im
age of God, the character of God is revealed. In man, at his
best and noblest moments, the attributes identified with God
surface.
I am not disregarding the doctrine of man's fallenness
nor arguing for his perfectabi1ity; rather, I am asserting that
we can, indeed must, find glimpses of God in what man is and
does.
The reason for observing man is simple: in man we see the
elements which provide the symbols by which we describe God.
The only non-symbolic statement, according to Tillich, we can
make about God is that He is being-itself. That statement does
not point beyond itself, as do symbols. To say i»ore about Him,
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symbols are necessary.
Ke call Him "Father," "King," and "the
Word." These symbols are human terms, denoting human relation
ships and actions.
The Christian humanistic mind is formed through a liberal
arts education.
By studying language, literature, art, and his
tory, the mind learns to discern the symbols by which God is
best related.
Metaphoric thinking, the ability to make appro
priate correlations between two or more apparently dissimilar
objects, is the outgrowth of true education and is essential
for a true perspective of God.
Much of narrow, literal thought
about God is a result of the inadequate training of human minds.
When forced by inherent necessity to speak of God by symbols,
those who do not understand symbols are lost.
Especially in
studying literature, and particularly poetry--since it is "the
best words in the best order" (Coleridge)--the mind perceives
and becomes accustomed to thinking by metaphor.
At colleges throughout the country, many students are com
plaining about general education courses; literature, history,
and fine arts, which they are forced to take.
They say, "When
will I ever use this junk?" When will they not need!
The part
iculars of these courses will quickly be forgotten and may not
be relevant to their majors, but the principles, which are based
on symbol, are important.
Indeed, the majors to which they
devote their attention are insignificant, relatively speaking.
What can accounting, physical education and physics teach them
about God?
Their reply is, most often, that life is LIKE busi
ness or a game or scientific laws. True!
But the point I'm
making is precisely what they are demonstrating in their anal
ogies.
Those replies are full of symbol. The uninitiated mind,
one that does not understand the nature of symbol, will make
faulty relationships, leading, consequently, to faulty views
of God.
It seems to me, that it is not unprofitable for us to study
the humanities as a means to know God better. Too few of us
take classes for "self-improvement." Fewer still take time for
reading and writing with the sole motivation of learning. It's
not assigned, so why do it? Not everyone is to be an intellect
ual, that is certainly obvious enough; but everyone needs the
kind of interaction by which the blade of their thought is honed
to a sharpness that can cut the dense brush which entangles
their feet. Taylor is a university: it is time that her stu
dents begin to act accordingly.
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